An atmosphere of peace and of hoary age broods
over these tombs and the humble graves that crowd
close about them. Mulberry-trees, fig-trees, and
cypresses throw patches of shade on the rough gray
pavement, in which is a small oval pool, full of water
lest the little birds should go thirsty. A vine strag-
gles over a wall near by; weeds and masses of bright
yellow flowers combine their humble efforts to be
decorative; and the call to prayer drops down from
the mighty minarets to this strange garden of
stones, yellow flowers, and weeds, where the lovers
rest in the midst of Stamboul, which once feared and
adored them. They were two criminals, but there
was strength in their wickedness, strength in their
pride and their passion. Romance attended their
footsteps, and romance still lingers near them.

One morning, as 1 sat beneath the noble fig-tree
which guards Roxalana's tomb, and listened to the
voice of the muezzin floating over old Stamboul, and
watched the birds happily drinking at the edge of
their little basin in the pavement, I thought of the"
influence of cities* Does not Stamboul forever incite
to intrigue, to lawlessness, to bloodshed? The
muezzin calls to prayer, but from old Stamboul
arises another voice sending forth an opposing sum-
mons. Suleiman heard it echoed by Roxalana, and
slew his son; Roxalana heard and obeyed it; and how
many others have listened and been fatally moved

254